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this occasion he could not subdue his terror. The
almost vertical wall of ice above, and the steep
chimney which they had just negotiated, were as
Scylla and Charybdis to his frenzied mind. He
grew hysterical; cautiously Gophira hauled him
across the narrow ledge to the safety of a platform
of snow. He was afraid lest the Sahib should slip
and drag him down also.
They were now surrounded by corridors of ice.
Like a pair of flies isolated in a bed of salt, they
rested on the platform. Axound them the noon-
tide silence was shattered by the hollow roar of
intermittent avalanches. The peak itself seemed
to be listening.. .vibrant and antagonistic. The
young American had never experienced such
terror; desperately he bound a silk handkerchief
across his eyes. He knew that he could not con-
tinue the ascent and was paralysed by the
immensity of the enterprise. All the pleasure had
gone out of the element of risk. Hysterically, he
anticipated the return journey across that narrow
traverse, down that terrifying chimney...
While the Sahib lay there inertly with bound
eyes Gophira watched him intently. He heard
him say in a frenzied voice that they would go no
higher. The guide, who had doubts of his own
capacity to achieve the next fifty feet, stretched his
limbs across the shelf, relaxing fully. A smile of
intense cunning spread over his features. His hand
went to his rucksack. With a cautious glance at
his blindfolded master he drew forth a Tibetan
clasp-knife. The plan which had almost uncon-